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	Promises

**A/N: Happy Saturday, everyone! This is another quick drabble, that I hope you enjoy. I am going to try and upload as much as possible, and, then; update Snowflakes on Dandelions. I'm sorry for the wait, but I need to take a break from it before I type out the remainder of my hand-written copy (it's exhausting...).**

**TW: DOMESTIC ABUSE, VIOLENCE, ETC.**

**_This fic is loosely based off of "Lay Me Down" by Sam Smith._**

**DISCLAIMER: I DO NOT OWN THE HUNGER GAMES FRANCHISE OR ANY ALTERNATIVE MEDIA MENTIONED IN THIS DOCUMENT. TO CLARIFY, I DO NOT OWN THE SONG "LAY ME DOWN" BY SAM SMITH AND AM UNRELATED COMPLETELY TO ITS CORRESPONDING FRANCHISE.**

. . .

He looks at her, a final question gracing his tongue as the peacekeepers pull him away.

Peeta's mind screams relentlessly, head loud and tears silent as she leaves his field of vision.

. . .

It takes every ounce of sanity she can muster not to cry, not to shriek and sob until everything hurts and not to run to Peeta; to pull him into her arms and hold his face and kiss him and repeat those three words like a mantra until she loses her voice.

Katniss promised him she wouldn't tell. . .

. . . she'd never see him again.

**One Week Before**

"Katniss...Katniss, if you really, really care about me; you won't tell anyone. Please..."

Peeta grips her hand as if he were holding on for dear life.

She trails her fingers over the fresh bruise on his cheek, wrapping her arms around his middle amidst the cold. "This isn't okay..." Katniss murmurs, breath hitching in her throat as she speaks.

He says nothing.

"Come inside, my mom needs to look at this –"

Peeta pulls his bottom lip between his teeth.

"Please," He whispers, "you promised..."

Sighing, she embraces him a final time, reluctantly letting go of his hand.

Peeta runs a hand through his hair to cover the bruise.

**6 Days Before**

He could feel his heart beating in his face – pulsing through his veins as spots swam in his vision. His teeth pierced his tongue so the taste of metal filled his mouth.

Peeta did everything in his power to keep from screaming. Even later, as he sat in the windowsill, body alive with pain and mind spinning, he told himself that she couldn't know. That he'd always adjust his earmuffs, or let his hair fall in front of his eyes.

She'd never know. She'd tell.

But, mother was wicked, to the full extent of the word.

Soon, it was hard to hide from her.

**5 Days Before**

Katniss greets him at the lockers today.

He averts his eyes, desperately guarding himself.

When she sidles next to him in line, Peeta's entire body lurches in response.

She knows.

She knows.

The idea whirls him upside-down the entire day.

Why?

How?

It won't be long before she tells.

**4 Days Before **

Katniss' concern grows when he suddenly passes out in Chemistry.

Deciding not to wake him, she carefully snaps off his goggles and continues on her own.

As she brushes hair out of his face to do so, a healing gash stretched across his forehead enters her field of vision.

Her eyes grow wide, hand shaking, as she rouses him at the end of class.

Something's terribly wrong.

**2 Days Before**

She confronts him and he breaks down, begs her not to say a word.

Peeta holds his face in his hands as she asks him if it's happened before.

His silence answers her.

Katniss instinctively squeezes her eyes shut,breath shaking as she whispers into his hair.

She needs to do something.

**1 Day Before**

It's raining when she leaves, walking past the bakery as she stares at the cold, gravel.

There's a line behind the telephone booth when she arrives an hour later. Snow lines the grass, now.

Her hand shakes as she pulls the paper out of her pocket and dials.

When Child Protective Services answer the other line, a tear rolls down her cheek and falls to the floor.

Promises were meant to be broken.


End file.
